482                                  LOTH A JR.

jessamine clustering over the walls, and gillyflowers
scenting with their sweet breath the ancient bricks from
which they seemed to spring. There were banks of violets
which the southern breeze always stirred, and mignonette
filled every vacant nook. As they entered now, it seemed
a blaze of roses and carnations, though one recognised in a
moment the presence of the lily, the heliotrope, and the
stock. Some white peacocks were basking on the southern
wall, and one of them, as their visitors entered, moved and
displayed its plumage with scornful pride. The bees were
busy in tke air, but their homes were near, and you might
watch them labouring in their glassy hives.

' Now, is not Corisande quite right ? ' said Lord St. Alde-
gonde, as he presented Madame Phoebus with a garland of
woodbine, with which she said she would dress her head at
dinner. All agreed with him, and Bertram and Euplirosyno
adorned each other with carnations, and Mr. Phoebus
placed a flower on the uncovered head of Lady St. Alde-
gonde, according to the principles of high art, and they
sauntered and rambled in the sweet and sunny air amid a
blaze of butterflies and the ceaseless hum of bees.

Bertram and Euphrosyne had disappeared, and the rest
were lingering about the hives while Air. Phoebus gave
them a lecture on the apiary and its marvellous life. The
bees understood Mr. Phoebus, at least he said so, and thus
his Mends had considerable advantage in this lesson in
entomology. Lady Corisande and Lothair were in a dis-
tant corner of the garden, and she was explaining to him
her plans; what she had done and what she meant to do.

* I wish I had a garden like this at Muriel/ said Lothair,
' You could easily make one.*

* If you helped me.'

* I have told you ail my plans/ said Lady Corisande.

4 Yes; but I was thinking of something else when you
spoke,' said Lotkair.